Then think this name alive, and that thou thus
In it ofFend'st my genius.

And when thy melted maid,
Corrupted by the lover's gold or page,
His letter at thy pillow hath laid,
Dispute thou it, and tame thy rage.
If thou to him beginn'st to thaw for this,
May my name step in and hide his.

And if this treason go

To an overt act and that thou write again

In superscribing my name flow

Into thy fancy from the pen,

So in forgetting thou rememb'rest right,

And unaware to me shall write.

But glass and lines must be

No means our firm substantial love to keep;

Near death inflicts this lethargy,

And thus I ^nurmur in my sleep:

Impute this idle talk to that I go,

For dying men talk often so.